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PREFACE 


The Minstrel is an annual compilation of the literary output of 
Redeemer College students, an official student publication dedicated 
exclusively to the use of words as an art form. _ Its purpose is fourfold: 
to provide student writers with a means to display their talent; to reveal 
this talent to the Christian community and the community at large; to 
expose individuals to the literary accomplishments of their peers, and 
thereby to literature as an art form; and to acknowledge the propriety 
and necessity of Christians involving themselves with literature. 

When a poem is written, the poet has in mind the objective of 
conveying a message through the poetic medium which he or she has 
chosen; the poet must use the poetic devices that best express his message. 
When a poem is read, the reader must deal with the poetic medium the 
poet has chosen; the reader must have a firm grasp on the poetic devices 
the poet has used before the reader can understand the poet’s message. 
Once we have an understanding of the medium, we are free to criticize 

What follows is a cross-section of styles and techniques, each by a 
different writer, each with a different message. Keep an open mind as 
well as a critical eye. 

As editor I would like to thank all those who contributed to this 
second issue, without whom all these pages would be blank. I would 
also like to thank Tim Bleeker, who designed the front cover, and Bill 
Fledderus, whose technical expertise was indispensable. Each work 
herein is protected by copyright and may not be republished, reprinted, 
or reproduced in any way without the written permission of the 
respective author. 


Richard Horlings 
Redeemer College, 1989 


True wit is nature to advantage dressed, 
What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed 


Alexander Pope, Essay on Criticism 


There is no want of knowledge respecting what is wisest and best in 
morals, government, and political economy, or at least, what is wiser and 
better than what men now practise and endure. . .We want the creative 
faculty to imagine that which we know; we want the generous impulse 
to act that which we imagine; we want the poetry of life. . . 


Percy Bysshe Shelley, A Defense of Poetry 
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I Pray You Lay Me Down to Sleep in Fire 


The bells of Hell are tolling dark desire, 
Come take my hand and lead me to the grave, 
I pray you lay me down to sleep in fire. 


The autumn winds blow cold against the spire, 
I pray you do not weep or call me brave, 
The bells of Hell are tolling dark desire, 


I’ve torn my robes and left the holy choir, 
I’ve left them one less life to kill and save, 
I pray you lay me down to sleep in fire. 


When clouds depart and seraphim inquire, 
I pray you'll say I heard the endless wave, 
The bells of Hell are tolling dark desire, 


The kingdom light has sunk beneath the mire, 
My light has gone to serve the burning slave, 
I pray you lay me down to sleep in fire. 

The voice is calling out from Satan’s lyre, 
The singing demons will forever rave, 

The bells of Hell are tolling dark desire, 

I pray you lay me down to sleep in fire. 


-A.A. Blackwell- 


Covenant Mother 


It seems you mothered children all your life. 


With opened womb and silent cries you birthed 
young men and mothers same. Passed on belief 
to shoots so green, strong shafts of finest worth. 


Beside the polished board you sat where lay 
fine grapes and bread, the fruit of all your toil 


and sweat clustered under warm wings each day. 
Your blue-veined legs stood rooted firm, hands soiled 
and breasts swollen large. You rose with the bird 


at morn and laboured till the dusk appeared, 
and as the sun set in the west your word 


unwearying shared with offspring that you’d reared. 


Renewed you will be like an eagle in flight 
rewarded with wings, true mother of might. 


Grace Sikma 
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Th n 


I walked along the beach alone; 

I heard the cries of many gone. 

I heard the waves lap on the shore 

and questioned God about the days of yore. 


He took me calmly by the hand 

and led me through this sacred land. 
He showed me things I had not seen 
in places I have always been. 


I walked alng the beach one day 

watching children who on the sand did play. 
They build sand castles tall and strong 
which with the waves would soon be gone. 


Life is as short as days are long: 
Love beauty today or it may be gone. 
The next time I walk along the shore, 
I will remember to thank God more. 


Cheryl Ouwehand 


Holy Sonnet 


Lord of the Galilean fishermen, 

I plead Thee veer Thy net to catch my heart. 

For I had thought myself a hatch apart, 

Raised, marked and sealed in chosen pens. 

In weedy depths of solitude I cruise, 

Unschooled, I have not named the ways to shun, 
Nor rode the tides that lift me to the sun. 

No longer, Lord, Thy meshes Ill refuse. 

Thy metamorphosis I will await; 

My self-complacent ignorance will crack, | 

My scale-blind husk split down its crusted back, 
And all my muddy longings Thou abate. 3 
Thou mak’st my soul to breathe infinite space, 
And fill’st my new-formed lungs to sing Thy grace. 


J. Van Arragon 
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Apple Wars 


Stanley and I, | 

we used to play war, two farm kids 

filled with energy and mischief. 

We stole apples from Old Burly’s orchard 
next to the cornfields 

where the trees stood impatiently, like 
children waiting for the bus. 

I plucked the windfallen, frost-bitten fruit 
with mittened hands 

from amongst the tall crackling weeds. 


He listeded for the singing in the train rails-- 


those cold steel arms that reached 

to the end of the world, it seemed. 

The rails vibrated and we | 
crouched down 

with ammunition piled between us-- 
round pock-marked apple faces--acne from 
the summer’s violent hail, 

soft and bruised, 

embarrassed red. 


The people trains were the fastest, 

slicing through our orchard playground. 
We caught glimpses of the faces 

of the passengers--faces of the silent 


caught in the grumbling belly of the steel serpent 


as it raced with dizzying speed. 

“Those are city people," Stanley often said 
and his mouth screwed up in a pucker. 
We whipped our apples at them 

and laughed out loud, 

but our small children’s laughs 

were drowned out by the trains’ roar. 


Today I stand 

near the track 

still playing war with those trains, 
remembering how they swept him away 
to the city 


like mobs with iron grips, pulling him in the flow 


to the end of the world. 
His laugh still rings in my ears, 
sweet but stinging like hot cider. 


The distant voices of my children 
playing games in the barnyard 

beckon me home. 

I shiver 

and make my way through the orchard 
and past the cornfields where the 
ripened ears hang limply, 

husk coats ripped open, 

kerneled teeth bared in iron grins. 


Grace Sikma 
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I 


I want to hold your hands 

To watch them work, 

The gifted tools of their master. 

I want to see your face, 

To touch it 

And feel the smoothness of your skin. 
I want to look into your eyes 

To see their colour, 

And have them stare into mine. 

I want to hear your voice, 

To listen to you speak 

And have you say that you love me. 


II 


But the last time I saw your hands 
They were folded across your chest, 
Never to hold mine again. 

And the last time I saw your face 

It was cold and pale, 

A layer of make-up covered its gentleness. 
The last time I watched your eyes 
They were closed, 

I could not see their colour. 

And the last time I heard your voice 
Tell me you loved me 

Was in the echo of my heart. 


Louise Bom 
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Stage Fright 


Hidden behind faces, not showing what is true, 

We go through each day laughing, smiling 

When deep inside, our real feelings churn and mix. 
Is life a big theatrical production? 

With nameless actors wearing well applied make-ups, 
and costumes that lead others to believe 

that all they see is fine and good. 


But when the curtain falls, 

Do we come out from the wings 
To unveil ourselves, 

Or do we wait, unseen by all, 
Listening to the applause. 

And after the encore, 

What then? 


Louise Bom 


and on the shelf 


and on the shelf there is a rose 

dried and wrinkled in the dying light of day 
red-black fighting gamely against the dust 
that smothers once-bright curlicues of glass 


what arrow pierced this rose of yesterday 
freezing it as it stood proudly in its vase-- 
now scattering petals around it on the shelf 
darkened drops of drying blood 


Deanna Van Dijk 


The Thorn 


What are the odds 

Of two worlds reuniting? 
To err is human, 

Please be unrequiting. 


Alida Van Dijk 
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Moments 


Softly, Softly 
Hush my darling, 
so little and tiny 
are the troubles 
you face, 
When you accept and 
know of 
a 
deep and 
mysterious 
peaceful 
grace, 
that flows 
from the Love of 
the One we know. 


J. ilana Blaak 


Rolling 


a rolling bail 
on the surface 
solid 
yet 
feeble 
controlled 
yet 
loose; 
chasing my emotions 
sometime to grasp within 
praying for strength 
yet 
not achieving 
guided 
yet 
astray 
sometime to grasp... 


J. ilana Blaak 


The Mood 


The silver 
trinkles 

down 

my 

side 

I feel nothing. 


An emptiness surrounds me 
Pulled together 

I am a form 

a mass 

Round I am 

my metal 

is solid 

with a hollowness 

deep within. 


Shadows darken 
the faces 

that hold 

the feelings 
hidden forever. 


J. ilana Blaak 


Artistry 


You work with 
colour. 

I work with 
words. 

Together, 

our foiled strokes 
on paper produce 
semblance. 

A Printed Picture. 
A Painted Poem. 


Yvonne Horlings 
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AGED 


It was an exceptionally warm and bright September day. The faded suitcase in his left arm 
dangled and butted him in the legs as he climbed the four steps to board the train. The air inside 
felt much warmer than he anticipated. With a generous smile the conductor welcomed him | 
aboard despite his refusal of the conductor’s offer to help with the baggage. He was shown to his 
seat, the window side of a pair left of the long aisle that stretched down the length of the car, and 
slowly seated himself, placing his suitcase on the floor between his knees. The morning paper lay 
on his lap. It remained rolled and pinned under a pair of large, wrinkled hands. He had 
purchased it some half hour ago with a half dollar for the sole purpose of a silent yet ever present 
travelling companion. The aroma of the freshly printed newspaper filled his nostrils, only to fade 
some brief period later. 

~The conductor had ushered in a handful of people, his monstrous hands guiding the way, 
occasionally rubbing together in a simple delight. In came a middle-aged gentleman, dressed in a 
suit of banker’s grey. His very survival lay hinged in a briefcase and penned in the results of the 
financial section of some freshly printed journal. Beyond and in the corner sat a handful of 
younger women. The gaiety of their laughter and mirth created a background of unceasing 
whispers and hushed tales. An elderly woman whitened and bent under the insistence of an era 
long past took a seat three up from the old gentleman. A plastic shopping bag swallowed her 
right hand and her left arm frequently fisted up to halt a wooden cough that reverberated 
throughout her entire body. A young mother with her son stumbled and took a seat opposite and 
behind the old woman. Quietly, she answered best she could her son’s innocent questions, 
tugging the little arm which rose up in question towards the lady with the cough. 

Others had been escorted in, securing their seats in small clusters here and there about the 
car, attempting at best to avoid strangers. The old man drummed his fingers on the rolled paper 
and gazed out the window. The 11:37 train had pulled up along side, on schedule as always, with 
but a few more moments remaining before the conductor would strain himself forward to bunch 
up the makeshift steps that extended out the doorway. The old woman burst into a gravelly 
chorus, head bent forward and shoulders heaving up and down. He sighed. 

"Excuse me, sir, is this seat taken?” 

The newspaper crinkled and bent between his fingers. He turned from the window only to 
confront an attractive young lady with finely shaped hands clutching a small white purse. She 
stood waiting his reply, a smile on her lips that spoke immediate friend and softened his heart. He 
released his grip on the newspaper a little. 

"Oh! No, it’s not taken." 

" Do you mind if I join you?" She brushed away a strand of hair which had strayed in 
front of her face. "I enjoy a little company on long rides.” 

"P lease.” 

Another forced smile and she turned to seat herself, smoothing back her overcoat. A faint 
perfumed air surrounded her. 

"My name’s Jenny.” She extended a soft delicate hand which he took into his own; he was 
not sure how hard or soft to squeeze. Jenny’s handshake was firm and solid, a reflection of the 
youth in her, and he was glad to have found how to respond. "Jennifer Trompeuse." | 

"Arend Danforthe,” he replied huskily. He coughed. The years had worn down his throat 
and voice considerably. 

“Pleased to meet you." | 

The conductor bunched up the steps and began to seal the door when a sharp whistle pierced 
the cloudless sky above and the train lurched forward. Mr. Danforthe’s aged hands flung to the 
seat in front and bolted themselves in place as doubt and fear filled his eyes. The morning paper 
unrolled and slipped off his lap, shedding its insides as it fell. 

"Are you alright, Mr. Danforthe?" 

He felt a warm hand on his shoulder. One by one his thin fingers relaxed, his arms fell to his 
knees and he slowly slid back into his seat. Jenny had gathered up the disemboweled newspaper 
and shuffled it together. 
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“Everything’s fine, the train probably jumped into gear by accident." 

He coughed. 

“Must be a new fellow working the engine." 

Bending forward she handed him the paper. Danforthe brushed invisible dust off of his 
trousers with a few quick flicks of his hands before adjusting his suitcase and accepting the 
newspaper. 

“But I’m - I’m alright. Just getting old, that’s all." He returned the paper to its place on 
his knees and forced a smile. "Thank you." There was something about her that badgered 
him. 

“I wouldn’t say it’s ’getting old’, Mr. Danforthe. The jolt startled me, too." 

He chuckled. 

A pause. 

The conductor was now collecting tickets, his fat left hand clutching the few he had 
gathered and the other shaking hands with the passengers. Arend turned his head in Jenny’s 
direction; for the moment she was busy watching the jolly man make his rounds. His robust 
laughter blended with that of his guests. A smile curved her lips, exposing a row of finely set 
teeth. Her nose stood well, not dominant nor too small. And her eyes, oh the eyes! Eyes 
which danced and darted to and fro, eyes that sparkled and shone with such vigour, such life. 
He felt a stirring in his gut, a rememberance, a picture, as if he had known her for years. 

Her head swung round and their eyes met. 

"Quick! Have your ticket ready soon!" ye 

His thin fingers fumbled for a moment in his breast pocket. He pulled out the ticket and 
sheltered it in his hands. 

"Is this your first train ride?" he asked. 

She laughed and her hands clapped together. "Yes." | 

Perfectly formed hands, hands that stirred yet another memory, another picture in his 
mind. Who? The train clanked over the rails again and again. 

“Isn't it silly, though? Having lived for twenty some odd years without ever having taken 
the train anywhere?" 

A series of half-nods. 2s 

"Oh! Here he comes now!" * 

The conductor stood beside Danforthe’s new travelling companion, his left hand thick with 
spent tickets and a smile spread across his plump face. As before, he dropped a kind request 
for their tickets and shook both of their hands. And with a tip of his hand and a humourous 
bow he rolled about on his heels and proceeded down the aisle. 

"Quite the friendly gentleman, wouldn’t you think?" 

“He’s been on the route for quite a number of years." Arend replied. What was it about 
this woman by his side? Outside the train the world swiftly flew by. Telephone poles sped 
past the window. They were out of the city, that much was certain for the air seemed to pick 
up a new distinct scent to it. He breathed in deeply, his lungs humming less now. 

"You remind me of someone I know." He had turned from the window to face Jenny. 

She smiled pleasantly, "Someone you know?" 

The train clacked over the rails. 

Arend nodded his head, " Yes." 

Slowly her hands drew together and folded on her white purse. 

“Who might that be?" 

Arend hesitated to clear his throat. 

"My wife." 

The conductor, having finished harvesting his precious stubs, moved to his booth at the 
end of the car. Sure footed and slow, he trudged past them, sending a sly wink to the elderly 
gentleman. She caught her breath and shifted her position in her seat. 

“Your wife?" Her voice was somewhat subdued. | 
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"Yes. Very much so." 

The newspaper once again crinkled beneath his hands. | 

“When she was young of course,” he half chuckled to himself. "Many, many years ago." 

The old woman with the wooden cough blasted into another round. 

“You remind me of her a lot. Just the way..." he grasped for the lost word. 

She finished for him: "Just the way I am?" 

Their eyes met again and Danforthe bowed his head. "Yes, I’m sorry." 

No, don’t be sorry, I take it as a compliment. I’m sure your wife is a wonderful woman!" 

Still he did not raise his head. She was so much like her; the way she moved and carried 
herself, her eyes, her laugh, and her smile... Arend closed his eyes and savoured the torrent 
of memories suddenly rushing into focus. 

Outside the sky silently surrendered to a cloak of steeled clouds. 

"She'll be waiting for you at your stop?" Jenny tossed back another stray lock of hair 
from her face. 

Danforthe stared out the window, mesmerized by the regular, pulsating cadence of 
telephone poles whizzing by. A stupor seemed to have overcome him; the hypnotic rhythm of 
the rails clicking below only carried him further. With a start he shook himself somewhat 
free. 

"Yes." He cleared his throat. "Yes, she is waiting." 

The engine still pounded on. 

“Why that’s marvellous! I’d love to meet her, seeing how much I’ve reminded you of her 
and all... By the way, where is your stop?" 

"Wyoming." 

“Wyoming? Oh, I’m not going that far. I’ve got to get off at London." She gave her 
hands a short look, then turned to face Arend. "I’m sorry.’ 

The gentleman smiled understandingly and winked. 

"I understand. Perhaps some other time!" 

"Yes," she replied, “another day." 

Conversation had continued on; Arend only more than happy to chat about his small rust 
bricked house on Emily Street and of his wife of whom Jenny reminded him. The train 
clacked on, regular as clockwork with only short intervals at small stops. Eventually 
Danforthe’s head began to nod and he fell into pleasant sleep. Ms. Trompeuse patiently 
endured the remainder of her first travel on the tracks. 

The newspaper he had rolled under his hands had slowly worked itself free and lay 
scattered on the floor. This time his travelling companion refused to gather it up again. The 
woman with the wooden cough had also fallen into what could only be sleep, her white head 
slowly bobbing up and down to the sway of the car. With his fisted hand propped up against 
his cheek, the would be banker mindlessly absorbed the world as it flew past him at a speed 
he had grown accustomed to. 

Several hours later the train slowed to a halt in East London. Only a few remained on 
board. Danforthe continued to sleep. Jenny stood up and stretched. The trip had been slow, 
odd in most ways; not exactly what she had anticipated. She hesitated waking the old man 
from his sleep. Instead she removed from her white purse a small crystal vial of the perfume 
she wore and, with a quick twist of her delicate hand, spun the cap off and tipped it back 
over her index finger. 

“Goodbye, you old fool." 

The finger brushed Arend’s cheek and the scent of long ago dreams filled the air. A faint 
smile flickered across his aged face and he sighed. 

"Nice to have made your day." 


el wee 
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She paused for a moment, reflecting, then turned and walked away. At the door the 
conductor, his cheeks and hands still glowing faintly, guided her down the steps and wished 
her off. He rubbed his hands in simple delight. 

Once again the train resumed its journey, the steel of wheels upon the iron rails rolling 
smoothly below. Danforthe stirred from his sleep. A hand was gently nudging his shoulder 
and he half expected it to be the young lady wishing her farewell. His heart skipped a beat. 
It was the conductor, now tired and worn out, yet still managing a smile. 

"Your stop soon, sir.’ 

Arend yawned and pulled himself fully into his seat. He searched about the car with a 
confused gaze. 

"Ah," the conductor sighed. "Your lady friend left many stops ago." 

The old man’s hands returned to his lap where he noticed that his newspaper sprawled out 
on the floor. Before he could bend himself down, the conductor squatted to his knees and 
voluntarily began to gather the loose sheets. Arend waved a thank you. 

"You have someone waiting for you?" 

A pause. "Yes." 

"Good, I wouldn’t want to see you get yourself lost. It gets dark out early this time of 
year, you know--and cold." 

A faint whistle echoed throughout the empty car. With his newspaper once again under 
_ his arm he sat and waited for the train to come to a complete stop. The released pressure from 
the air brakes hissed loudly before fading into the night. With a wave of a hand to his 
conductor friend he stepped down the four makeshift steps and into the cold night air. 

The station was deserted. Silent. Except for the dying rumbling of the train that raced 
down the never ending stretch of steel and the buzz of insects about the lamps, all was quiet. 

Where was she? 

He paced about the yard, back and forth, wondering where his wife had gone. His shoes 
clapped the frozen cement walk. She was to be waiting for him, was she not? The dark air 
about him wore a chilly sensation and an invisible wind tugged at him. Seating himself on a 
worn bench under a yellow lamp he shivered of cold and confusion. What could be keeping 
her so long? 

His train had been devoured by the blackness. He was left alone in the old station. 
Rubbing his hands together he wondered about the old woman with the wooden cough. 
Suddenly he paused. The buzzing of insects above him faded into the distance, a vaccuum of 
silence thundered against his ears. A cold sweat broke out on his palms. Looking down at 
his hands, old, thin and wrinkled, under the pale yellow gleam, he noticed his wedding ring 
had disappeared. All that remained was a narrow band of pale skin. 

A quick and fumbled search through his pockets proved futile. 

A shake of his head and the sounds of the night slowly returned. It was then he 
remembered removing the ring, some months ago. He had thought it strange of her to ask 
him that. Yet he had done so. At the bequest of his deceased wife. 


Carl Jagt 
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H is Heaven to Hell? 


“Make your confession to the Lord’s servant." 

She remembered the evening past, after compline. 

She could finally let her guard down, for was she not before the face of God? No one else 
came into the chapel at that time of night for it was not permitted, but Christine needed that 
time to be alone with her Lord. Nowhere else would do. : 

The chapel looked different at night; light came only from the candles. From that light she 
could see the rows of pews; all their kneeling benches were up, as if resting from the burdens 
they bore throughout the day. The stone walls drew the light into themselves so that the 
stations shone on a void background. On the side walls were twelve hollows, each professing 
light from the candles inside them. 

The front of the chapel glowed brightly in the light of the candles. A red curtain of heavy 
velvet cascaded from ceiling to floor on the front wall. In the centre of the scarlet sea hung the 
Crucifix. The Holy Altar stood in the middle of the floor facing the pews. It still wore the 
cloth for the Feast of the Immaculate Conception, as pure as the snow that fell outside. A 
white candle with gold trim towered in each corner of the Altar. Behind the Lord’s Table and 
to its right waited the serving table also burdened by a white cloth. It held the instruments of 
Holy Communion, their silver polished so that each curve held its own chapel. The pulpit in 
the left corner displayed the Holy Scriptures as if patiently waiting for the return of Father 
O’Niel. It did not have the ornate carvings that Christine had seen in other churches. Its only 
decoration, a white banner, solemnly proclaimed "Gloria Dei" in gilded letters. The choir loft, 
its pine benches and walls stained and polished, sat silently to the far right of the Altar. 

Christine started. Something moved by the loft. Master Bosley, the choirmaster, moved 
out of the shadows. Christine hoped that he would not send her to the dormitory. Instead he 
smiled and asked her if he might share her pew. On her consent, he knelt beside her and closed 
his eyes. 

As Master Bosley prayed Christine looked at his wrinkled hands and face. In spite of his 
shrunken frame he could still look down on most of his peers and all of the girls. When he 
had finished his prayer, he asked Christine why she had not joined the choir. She replied that 
she was nervous about being in front of people. He said that that was nonsense and why did 
she not come to the front with him now to see what it was like. He held her arm as he 
encouraged her to the front. 

The Altar was in the way to the front, but Christine made the effort to move around it 
without touching it. When she stood behind it she noticed that all but the first three rows 
were shrouded in darkness. She felt energy flow through her limbs. Holiness tickled her 
nostrils. She was sorry that she could not be a priest like Father O’Niel; it was no wonder to 
her why he seemed so content. She expected angels to burst through in song. 

Her memory after that was not clear. Somehow she had found herself lying on the table 
with a cloth that tasted like old wine stuffed in her mouth. Mr. Bosley’s frame had covered 
hers and she remembered wondering at the speed with which the old man could move. She did 
not know what he did exactly but she remembered the pain and the feeling of being closed in 
between the Holy Table and Mr. Bosley. How close heaven is to hell. 

"The evening past, after compline, blood was shed on the Altar." 


Mark Luimes 
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What I’m Looking For 


The paired jolts (eighth notes) space further apart as the skateboard slows. My foot (frayed 
shoelace) drags me to a stop. Large-paned windows (reflections of the world behind me) remind 
me to remove the headphones. Past silver trim (security system), there is an asymmetrical 
collage of glossy posters. I stomp on the back of my board, and it jumps neatly to my hand 
(hey! Pooch). I mount concrete steps and look around. The strip is lit up (audibly clashing 
colours) with advertising (hostile: more signs than people). The sidewalk stretches out the way 
I came. Under my palm, the railing is smooth and cool and blue. The pregnant crackle and 
hiss of a fresh record (sterile needle) reaches for me from inside. 

(Adrenalin rush). Sound smashes across the room (speakers bigger than me) into garish 
promotional posters. The stacks of CD’s switch to tapes (metamorphosis), then to records in an 
endless flow to the back of the store. The guy in charge (black clothes; underneath?) has long 
blond hair (well-sculptured; parents?). He talks on a phone with cord that could probably 
reach the back of the store. He gives a smile (patronizing). I smile back and notice his nose 
ring (insecurity) through his left nostril (vandalized Apollo). It looks like the studs my sister 
wore when she first got her ears pierced. 

I turn my back on him, chuckling (awkward myself) and reach for an album stack at 
random. The album jackets are mysterious and creative (titillating)--stencilled titles, bizarre 
kaleidoscopic images and simple photos (rollers still in, screeching "DRUGS!") or 
black-and-whites of the artists. I kick myself for being here; it’s such a waste. I’m not even 
sure what I’m shopping for; I just come to browse. Kelly keeps a list of albums that she wants 
to buy (too organized to have fun). Try telling her about a walk on the escarpment or a new 
concept-album, and she’ll dismiss it with those eyebrows and a sip of tea (herbal). 

[ jerk at the sudden intrusion of the salesman’s presence (pen and cliopboard) and look up at 
him, but futility washes over me. (Communication is always surface, inadequate). The clerk 
could become a friend (ha! potentials are cruel lies). He disappears into the back of the store 
_ (probably didn’t even notice me). 

{ finger my leather wristlet (Summer camp), push it up my forearm (cool smooth skin), and 
turn back to the stacks. Flipping through them (like memories), something begins to crystalize. 

The albums are ail over twelve dollars (ten and a two, or a shiny stack of twelve coins). I 
have thought about buying a few of these before, but none of them approach the ideal, and I’ve 
promised myself never to spend over eight (especially on second best). 

Will I know what I want when I see it? (Will I ever see it? Will it have been so long that I 
won't remember anymore?) Maybe I am looking for a truth that I cannot say (or do not know 
or do not know how to say). A record store suddenly seems a funny place to look. (Other 
people seem to have it together; they’re not here). The salesman puts War on: "I Threw a 
Brick Through a Window". | 

I ask him if he has a certain album, but he hasn’t even heard of it (probably prefers punk). 
I drawl that it’s a good one--has to be because it’s Canadian (more surface contact). He 
laughs; (the response I wanted?). It occurs to me that someday I will be dead (no joy from 
human contact). I crave music. 


Bill Fledderus 


16 


the Minstrel | 1989 
A Sort of Note-Taking 


All these things abide inside me. 
My childhood rests in 
Peculiar smells 
Ancient places 
Strange people 
My childhood, friend. 
When God lived behind the organ pipes 
When my small eyes could see invisible friends 
When my brother and I lived isolated in realms of 
Ponds | 
Trees 
Fields 


God moved into the world. 
My eyes grow bigger and 
My friends fade. 
My brother now lives in worlds of 
logic 
concrete 
And I remain with 
doctrines 
passions 
suspicions 
abhorrence 


Yes, my friend, all these thin gs dwell inside me. 


T. David Van Belle 


Penni n las: 


Today 

my penny jar toppled 

to the ground. 

Glass and pennies 

strewn over the carpet. 

Sharp shards stuck 

in the cream carpet. 

Strewn splinters 

stick like spears, 

threatening to stab 

my unprotected feet. 

My pennies scattered: 
some so old they are black, 
no evidence of any copper, real or not, 
others, new and shiny, but slowly 
getting dull by association. 


I am on my knees 
trying to sort 

the pennies 

from the glass 


Wilma Luth 


1989 the Minstrel 
Iri n 


orange sunrise breaking over 
the hilly horizon, 
quietly ushering in a new day. 


yellow sunlight 
warms the earth, 
flowers awake and unfurl. 


alarms jar. 

schedules appointments 
time cards interviews 
people rush on. 


moments, minutes, hours. 


red sun frosts the sky, 
slips slowly 
and is gone. 


scarlet firefly 
flicker and glow 
in the enshrouding darkness. 


blue moorays 
shimmer the pond surface 
in the still night. 


Iridescence fills our world 
for those who can see. 


Heather Wind 
for all the saints 


when sandy hills and 
stone-marked beaches fail 
and sun-strewn water 
plays upon that shore 
the early wind still 
whispers to each wave 
a song -- a tear 
and peace to laugh once more. 


Deanna Van Dijk 


you are my stage 
big and empty in a dark auditorium: 


(I lay my white pebble in the very center.) 


irene Bom 
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Icon Sanctorum 


My bureau icon 

Begs me kiss it in three places 

And, by virtue of its promises, 
I call this my church. 


A row of candles burn down 
Dripping water that congeals to blood 
Illuminating her. My icon 

on my altar. 


I desire perfect union 

A perfect intercessor between me 

And madness. My tears, too, 
harden as they stream. 


I ask my icon to listen, 
To understand. A picture, though 
Only makes distant promises 

in this my church. 


My bureau icon 
Begs me kiss it in three places. 


Lloyd Rang 


la vieillesse 


elle devient la realite sans la realisation 

lesprit est bien dispose mais la chair est pene 
et quand la physique faillit 

les autres generations ne remarquent pas 


Alida Van Dijk 


Retrouver 

Revoir 

Se sentir 

Je songe, Ssoinge 

Je m’en souviens tant 
Soudain, cest vide. 


To find again 

See again | 

To feel again | 

I dream, care for 

I remember so much 
Suddenly, it’s empty. 


Louise Bom 
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I listened to the flute 


after listening to more than an hour 
of poetry 

while studying the grain 

of the wood that lined the walls 
and wondering why you were there 
I listened to the flute 


the warm yellow light 
softened the polished brown 
as the tracery of the grain faded 
the piano penetrated the room ~ 
and left a backdrop in the air 
as the notes of the flute rose | 
floated and hung against the wood 
lingered and jostled each other 
playfully chased the piano 
tagged it 
them moved sedately to the fore 
pas-de-deux 
but the flute a prima donna 
dancing light brave 
a precise landing of every leap 
to take a final bow 
Stage left 


during the applause I looked for 
you to see whether the dance 


had seared you also 


but you had left 


Deanna Van Dijk 


Lysis 


Lie to me Lysis. 
Uncover the truth 

in yesterday’s choices: 
find old age in youth. 
Lie to me Lysis. 
Determine the end 
strived for by means 
of a passionate friend. 
Lie to me lysis. © 
Change fiction to fact; 
distinguish between 
the intention & act. 
Lie to me Lysis. 

Solve the result 

latent dream content 
by design by default. 


Richard H. Horlings 
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Just_a few cool ones 


Me and the boys 
were having a few cool ones 
the other night 
--you know, just sitting 
around, nothing serious-- 
and we got out the stuff 
from the place on the escarpment 
--just so’s to have a look 
at it you understand-- 
and Zack pours his beer into 
this one crystal glass 
and swishes it around and 
takes a whiff with his one eye 
squeezed shut and says, 
"My what a wonderful bouquet!” 
and we all laughed, mostly 
because I think we were pissed 


and suddenly he 
turns white and just stares; 
I thought: Dammit 
if you throw up on me 
VU swear [’U kill you! 
so we all turn around and he’s 
just staring at the wall like 
he just seen a ghost; then — 
he says, real ominous, 
"Minay, minay, teckel, parsin" 
--something gibberish like that-- 
"Cut it out,” I says, 
"this isn’t no seance"; 
like I said, he was really 
far gone. So TI left. 


Bill Fledderus 


The Five Pillows of Calvinism 


Tepid Depravity | 
Unconditional Tradition 
Limited Patience 
Irresponsible Breaks 
Preservation of the Race 


Lloyd Rang 
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The child 


Nights of lonely passion are 
Spent. Wrapped around my pen 
Caressing it. Edging it over 


To flow across the page. 


Wispy blue-blond strands 
Swirl into eyes, blinking 

at... me. Asif waiting. 
Waiting for a birth. 


A force, a wind of sorts 

near enough to lash me 
To sweep across and alter 
my blue-blond paper. 


Eleventh-hour intercourse of paper 
and pen can only, inevitably 
Lead to a concept, an intertwining 
Of pen and paper before me. 


And a child is made. 


The strands blink expectantly 

As if waiting for a Homer to be born 
Or even a Birney, Eliot, Poe. . . 

Any fruit of inspiration. 


I present to the page my new child, 
(Conceived with half-love) 
For a baptism or even blessing, 
and she cries "Bastard!" 

And I agree. 


B. Everett Grey 


Enemy Time 


One green blade, sentinal among 
the yellow straw, comes to know 


the cold when spring arrives 


ahead of itself: in the night 
watching unacknowledged ally 
Enemy Time. Time heals 

and time also scars. 


Richard H. Horlings. 
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by Timothy Bleeker 


. when suddenly, in the middle of the movie, Algernon yells "Poe Break!" Simon lunged 
for the pause button on the VCR, while Raoul swept open his pocket anthology, "The Poetry of 
Edgar Allen Poe". In his best stentorean voice, he began: “Once upon a midnight dreary, 
while I pondered. . . Weak. .. and WEARY. . . Over many a quaint and curious volume of 
forgotten lore," at which point we all burst in, having memorized the verse by heart, "AS I 
NODDED, NEARLY NAPPING. . . SUDDENLY THERE CAME A TAPPING!" at which 
point we all began slamming our foreheads on the ground. You can well imagine the fit of 
laughter which ensued at the conclusion of these maniacal antics. Oh, what hilarity occurs 
when one joins a Literary Club! 

Once we had all again composed ourselves, the movie continued apace for several moments. 
Algernon, ever the wit, commented upon the shapely form of the protagonist’s female 
companion. Well, nothing could further but that Simon once more cause the movie to be 
paused, and that we should attempt to regale each other with fictitious accounts of our 
supposed conquests of members of the alternate gender. This discussion quickly degenerated 
into robust, manly boasting, at which point we all decided to switch from our non-alcoholic 
beverages to glasses of sherry. Having broached a bottle, we returned once more to the feature 
of the evening, an epic drama entitled "Amazon Slave Chicks of Planet Ten." 


So you want to be able to regale your friends with stories about exciting 
Science, Art or Pre-Sem Club meetings? Well now you can, with this 
easy-to-use, do-it-yourself, fill-in-the-blanks Amusing Anecdote: 


by [INSERT YOUR NAME] 


... when suddenly, in the middle of the movie, [NAME #1] yells "[SUB-TOPIC] break!" 
[NAME #2] lunged for the pause button on the VCR, while [NAME #3] swept open his pocket 
[RELEVANT TEXT]. In his best stentorean voice, he began "[BEGINNING OF POPULAR 
QUOTE]. . .£" at which point we all burst in, having memorized the [RELEVANT TEAT 
SEGMENT] by heart, "[COMPLETION OF POPULAR QUOTE]!" at which point we all 
began [AMUSING, UNUSUAL GROUP ACTIVITY]. You can well imagine the fit of laughter 
which ensued at the conclusion of these maniacal antics. Oh, what hilarity occurs when one 
joins a [RELEVANT INTEREST GROUP] Club! 

Once we had all again composed ourselves, the movie continued apace for several moments. 
[NAME #1], ever the wit, commented upon the shapely form of the protagonist’s female 
companion. Well, nothing could further but that [NAME #2] once more cause the movie to be 
paused, and that we should attempt to regale each other with fictitious accounts of our 
supposed conquests of members of the alternate gender. This discussion quickly degenerated 
into robust, manly boasting, at which point we all decided to switch from our non-alcoholic 
beverages to glasses of [ALCOHOLIC BEVERAGE]. Having broached a [ALCOHOLIC 
BEVERAGE CONTAINER], we returned once more to the feature of the evening, an epic 
drama entitled "(TITLE OF STANDARD ADVENTURE-SEX-COMEDY]". 
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Science 1s humbug. 

Why Study all those difficult equations? 

Are parabellic functions, evolutionary theory, quadratics, linear 
relations, covalent bonds, heirarchies, carbon chains and quantum 
mechanics getting you down? Tired of handing in assignments 
all-the-frigging-time? 


Oe SBE fee fe ae ap ape ape pe ape he ee he Re age a ap ape eB Pe ae ee apa ap ae ope eae ee oe ee aR oe ope fe eee eae a a a ea 


COME TO THE ENGLISH DEPARTMENT! 


Get your novels, poems and short stories out! Pull up an easy chair, 
put up your feet, wrap yourself in your oma’s afghan, put another 
log on the fire, stuff your favourite pipe, and sip your brandy. . . 
RELAX. 


This has been fifteen seconds as an English major. Can you imagine 
a lifetime? 


Come io the English Department. Fun. FUN. FUN! 


OPC Oe AC Dat ie SE Be Si ps a RC pC eee epee ia a a pepe fe eee pe sap pC Oe ee fe ce ae a gO Be ee ke ee a a ae 


Paid for by the committee to canonize 
DOUG LONEY & HUGH COOK 


OR Spe Cr Oe De Fe Re Be Se Sake a apc gC OD EE Oe Re ee abe ape ape ape RR pep ae Se a ape pe eee Ree pe apr ap Ope ee ee 


(article loosely adapted from a Calvin pseudo- publication) 
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